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REST STOP V 

Third visit to Billy Joe's Trailer 
Wednesday, November 1, 1995 

It was raining when I left New Orleans. By the time I got to Gautier it 
was pouring. I had trouble even seeing the fish-named street signs swimming 
beyond my windshield. I slid into the clay drive at Billy's, feeling half- 
would be here fhis time, although no car iO- doge*) .'/ere in sight. 1 
maneuvered the umbrella open through the car door and skippea puddles up to 
the front door. Locked shut, just as it had been last Saturday. I pounded 
and called. Nothing. I noted the wash was gone from the line. Also that no 
music blared from out behind. Having splashed back to the car and settled in 
under the safety of the rain-rattled roof, I realized that music had again 
been playing inside the trailer. Could it be that Billy was inside and, for 
some inexplicable reason, was avoiding me? Or, was he one of those who left 
radios on when gone to convince imaginary burglar that people were at heme? 

Though it crossed my mind, I did not check the mail box to see if my 
present was still there, or consider long the idea of braving the downpour, 
fence, or attack dog to knock on the neighbor's doer. 

I felt let down and depressed as I bounced back across the tracks to the 
mall, then headed out to link up with I-1G. It was so nasty I diar. t even 
consider stopping at the Rest Stop a few miles east. This second "no show" 
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was disturbing. Had something happened to drive a wedge between Billy Wayne 
(Joe) Johnson and me? Was Billy Joe in trouble? Dead? 



